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with my Father before her marriage, and after. She told
me they had ridden together, at different times, after her
marriage over many of the wood roads of the neighbor-
hood, and had been on Mt. Vision repeatedly, on horse-
back.
There is a brook running into the Lake, just above the
grounds at Fenimore; there was a pretty grove of young
trees covering a small space of ground reaching to the
pebbly beach of the Lake. Here there was a small enclos-
ure, and within it lay the grave of our little sister Eliza-
beth. I remember going there with my Mother, and also
with my Father. That enclosure was intended for the
family bury ing-ground. It was a general custom in those
days, though a very unwise one, for all families living in
the open country to have private places of burial on their
own ground. It was singular that my Father should have
thought it necessary to place my little sister's grave at
"Fenimore," and not in the Churchyard, in the family
ground where his Father, and his sister Hannah, whom
we had loved so much, were already placed. But he fol-
lowed the general custom. When he sold Fenimore, some
years later, our little sister was removed to the Church-
yard, where she now lies. She died at the house of my
Aunt Pomeroy, soon after our arrival from Mamaro-
neck, in 1813, when I was an infant. Her illness was
caused by some over-ripe strawberries given to her at
Cherry Valley on the journey. I have heard that my
Father felt her death very deeply.
There were two Englishmen among the many Euro-
pean residents in the village in those days, with whom
your Grandfather was quite intimate—Mr. Edmeston
and Mr. Atchison, both intelligent educated men from
the North of England. I have no recollection of them at

